MUTINY MEMOIRS.
would please the grim disciple of Nanuk
better than to carry out such instructions
at the expense of a follower of the Ara-
bian Prophet, his lot at once ceased to
be a happy one. In fact, it was very
much the reverse, and it became quite
interesting to observe his proceedings
under the terror of the sword of Damo-
cles, which now hung over him. With
his sleeves carefully rolled up above his
elbows he squatted before the three small
sloping hollows in the ground with sides
and backs of stones, which formed his
kitchen range, and carried on-his opera-
tions in fear and trembling; for close
behind him stood the vigilant Sikh.
Whenever he glanced upwards he could
not avoid seeing the blue steel of the
sharp curved blade; and sometimes the
sentry, willing to amuse himself, would
frown wickedly, and peer into a degchi
as if he detected something wrong. At
such critical moments the wretched crea-
ture would fairly grin with fright, as
with chattering teeth and supplicating
hands he resigned himself to the worst.